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Excuse me a minute . . ." He came back. " Do you like
the fish?"

" I was going to ask how you get fish in the middle of the
desert."

" Gomes from Baghdad. Tigris. Get it when the desert
mail goes East. It's a bit coarse, naturally, but it's not too
bad, is it?"

It was not, because the poor Tigris fish, entering into the
spirit of the thing, had consented to look and taste very like
the " fried fish with sauce tartare " of more familiar places.

Long Jack came in to say the coach was ready, and I was
given a pillow and two blankets. I walked across the dark
courtyard with George Bryant, through the gate into the
desert, enormously wide and silent under the stars. The car
stood throbbing, and two beams of white light shone into the
emptiness that was our way.

" Cheerio! " said George Bryant. " Look in again on your
way back."

And he strode swiftly past the sentry into the fort.

There was no moon that night, and a blue wash of starlight
lay over the desert in which stones almost achieved shadows.
Our headlights sprang forward and became lost in the immen-
sity of the space ahead. I was conscious of things moving in the
light and escaping from it, for now the desert seemed to be livelier
than by day. Sand-grouse rose in front of us and flashed off;
a flock of desert pigeon flew in and out of our light, and all
around us the desert moved with strange hopping creatures,
propelled, it seemed, by springs: these were jerboas, little
kangaroo-like desert rats. You had to watch carefully to see
them, for they were the same colour as the earth and moved
with the speed of birds, hopping in every possible direction.

I tilted my seat back, wrapped myself in blankets, and
enjoyed those disconnected periods of unconsciousness which
are usually accompanied by vivid and unlikely dreams. I
was in London at one moment and at the next I would
awaken to see Long Jade's broad back undulating in front
of me, and the stars snapping overhead. Or I was in
my room in Hampshire, sitting at my table in that inexplicable